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Tuxr SHEPHERD’s WEEK, 
ry 


MONDAY: 


OR, 


THE SQUABBLE. 


> 


Lobbin Clout. 


—j 


HY younglinegs, Cuddy, are but juft awake, 

o throfties fhrill the bramble-buth forfake, 

» chirping lark the welkin fheen invokes, 

» damfel yet the {welling udder ! 

er yonder hill does feant the dawn appear, 

Then why does Cuddy leave his cot fo rear ? 
Cuddy. Ah! Lobbin Clout, I ween my plight 

is guctt 

For he that loves, a ftranger is to reft 5 

If fwains belye not thou haft prov’ the fmart, 

And Blouzelinda’s miftrefs of thy heart. 
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This rifing rear betokeneth well thy mind 5 
Thote arms are folded for thy Blouzelind: 
ind ewatt ihe eT ay attabhe ammee 
And well, I trow, ous plights agree, 


Thee Blouzclinda fmitcs, Buxoma me. 
Lob, Ciaete Ah! Blouzelind, | love thee more 
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‘ THE SHEPHERD'S WERK. 


han does ‘gir fawns or cows the new-fall’a 
calf; 
Woe worth the tongue, may blifters fore it gall, 
That names Buxoma, Blouzelind withal. 
Cud. Hold, witlefs Lobbin Clout, I thee advife, 
Left blifters fore on thy own tongue arife. 
Lo, yonder, C! oddij pole, the blithfome {wain, 
The witet lout of al i the neighb’ring plain! 
From Cloddipole we Jearnt to read the thies, 
To know when hail wil! fall or winds arife 
Me taucht us erft the heifer’s cail to view, 
When ituck aloft, that fhow’rs would ftraight 
eniue 


% , ° ° 
@ iirit that wierui rei (ad e¢x¥piain 
He firft that ufeful fecret did explain, 


That pricking corns foretold the*gathering rain 
When fwallows feet foar high and fport in 
He told us that the welkin would be clear. 
Let Cloddipole then hear us twain rehearfe, 
And p: aife his fweetheart, in alternate verfe: 
I’l) wager this fame oaken ftaff with thee, 
hat Cloddipole fhall give the prize to me. 
Lb. Cloute See this tobacco pouch that’s lin‘d 
With hair, 
Made of the fkin of fleckett fallow-—deer 3 
This pouch, that’s ty’d with tape of reddeft hue 
bil wager, that the prize fhall be my due. 
Cud. Begin thy carols, then, thou vaunting * 
flouch, 
Be thine the oaken ftaff, or mine the pouch. 
Leb. Clout. My Biouzelinda is the blitheft lafs, 
Than primrofe fweeter, or the clover-grafs, 
Fair is the king-cup that in meadow blows, 
Fair is the daifie that befide her grows ; 
Pair is the gilliflow’r, of gardens fweet, 
Fair is the mary-gold, for pottage meet 3 
Bat Blouzetind’s than gillittow’r more fair, 
‘Liam dailie, mary-gold, or king-cup rares 
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Cud. My brown Buxoma is the feateft maid 
That e’er at wake delirhtfome ra@Jon play’d; 
Clean as young Jambkins or the goofe's down, 
And like the goldfinch in her Sunday vown.,. 
The wttlefs lamb may fport upon the plain 
The frifking kid delight the gaping fwai 
The wanton calf may fkip with many: id, 
, And my cur Tray play defteft feats around ; 
But neither lamb, nor kid, nor calf, nor Tray, 
ance like Buxoma on the firt of Mav. 

Leb, Cut. Sweet is my tail when Blouzelind 
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Of Irifh fwains potatoe is the cheer ; 
Oats for theigfeatts the Scortifh thepherds grind, 
Sweet turnips are the food of Bluuzeliad: 
W hile fhe loves turnips, butter I’ll defpife, 
Nor leeks, nor oatmeal, nor putatoe prize. 
Cud. In good roaft beef my landlord fticks his 
knife, 
The capon tat delights his dainty wife ; 
Pudding our parfon eats, the *fquire loves hare, 
But white-pot thick is my Buxoma’s fare. 
W hile fhe loves white-pot, capon ne’er fhall be, 
Nor hare, nor beef, nor pudding, food for me. 
ob, Clout, As once I play’d at Blind-man’s 
buff, it hapt 
About my cyes the towel thick was wrapt : 
I mifs’d the fwains, and feiz’d 6n Blouzelind. 
True fpeaks the ancient proverb, ** Love is 
biind.” 

Cud, As at Hot-cockles once I laid me down, 
And felt the weighty hand of many a clown, 
Buxoma gave a gentle tap, and I 
Quick rofe, and read fott mifchief im her eye. 

Lob. Clout, On twe near elms the Hacken’d cord 

hung ; 
Now high, now low, my Blouzclinda fwung. 
W ith the rade wind her rumpled garment rofe, 
And thow’d her taper leg and fcarlet hofe. 

Cud. Acrofs the fallen oak the plank I laid, 
And myfelf pois’d againit the tott’ring maid : 
High leapt the plank 3; aduwn Buxoma fell 5 
1 fpy’d—but faithful fweethearts never tell. 

Lob. Clout. This riddle, Cuddy, if thou cant 

explain, 

This wily riddle puzzles every fwain 5 

What flawer is that which bears the Virgin's 
name*, 

The riche metal joined with the fame? 
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Cud. Anfwer, thou carle, and judge this rid- 
die right, 
I'll frankly own thee for a cunning wight; 
What flower is that which royal honour craves, 
Adjoin the Virgin+, and ‘tis ftrown on graves ? 
Chddipsle. Forbear, contending louts, give o’er 
your ftrains; 
An oaken ftaff each merits for his pains. 
But fee the fun-beams bright to labour warn, 
And gild the thatch of Goodman Hodze’s barn: 
Your herds for want of water ftand adry, 
They are weary of your fongs——and foam I. 


+ Rofemary. 
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For yearning love the witlefs maid employs, 
A! ilove, fas {wat ns, all | yufy heed de roy s 
Co'in makes mock at all her piteous fmart, 
A lafs that Cic’.y hight had won his heart, 


Cic'ly, the weitern lafs, that tends the kee, 
The rival of the parfon’; maid w a ine, 
In dre Pp fhiad *now Ma ian lies ; a long, 
And mix’d with fighs thus wails in plaining fong; 
1 ! fe ) 1 
Ah! woeful day! ah iaehs 100n and morn! 


When firft by thee my younglings white were 
fhorn, 
Then firit, | ween, I cata lover's eye, 
My fheep were filly, but more filly I. 
Beneath the fhears hey felt no Jafting {mart 5 
They loft but fleeces, while I loft a heart, 
Al! Colin! canft thon leave thy fweathear8 


rave done for thee will Cicely do? 
Will the thy linen wash or hofen darn, 

And knit thee gloves ma de of her own fpun yarn? 
Wilbi! 1€ Wi ith houfewife’s hard provide thy meat, 
Aud ev'ry Sunday morn thy neckioth plait ? 
Which o’er thy kerfey doublet fpreading wide, 
In fervice-time drew Cic’ly’s eves afrde. 





Where’er I gad I cannot hide my care, 
Mv new difatters in my lock appear. 


White as the curd my ruddy check 1s grown, 
So thin my features that I’m hardly known; 
Our neighbours tell me oft, in joking talk, 
Ofaihes, leather, oatmeal, bran, and chalk 5 
Unwitt ngly of Marian they divine 
And wif not that with the ru aghtful love I pine ¢ 
Yet Colin Ciont, untoward fhepherd fwatn, 
Walks whittling blithe, at e pitiful | plain. 
Whilom with thee *twas Marian’s dear delight 
To moil all day, and merry-make at night. 
If in the foil you guide the crooked fhare, 
Your early breakfaft is my conflant care 5 
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nie ) 
And when with even oe id you ftrow the grain \ 
} fright the thievith reoks from off the plain. 
In milling days when | my threfher heard, 
W ith nappy beer I to the barn repa ir’d ; 


Loft in the mufic of the whirling { ail 


Se ew ee RS oe 


’ 
To gaze on thee I left the fmozking pail ; 
In harveit, when the fun was mounted high, ; 


My leathern bottle did thy dro tht fupply 5 

W hene’er you mow’d I follow" d with the ra ke, 

And have full oft’? been fun-burnt for thy fake 5 
Ven in the welkin gathering fhow’rs were feen, 

I lage’d the lait with Colin on the green 3 


tnt tah @& 


And when at eve returning with thy carr, 
Pret aS a aa ae "c. r 
Awai » heard the gingling beils from far 5 
Sur i on the fire the footy pot i plac’d, 
‘J Oo rm thy bi oth i bur nt mv bag: ds sO} hafte. 
When hungry thou ftood ftaring like an oaf, 
1 | ine luncheon from the barley loaf, 
W ith crumbled bread | thicken’d well thy mefs. » 





Ab! .ove me more, or love thy pottage lefs! 
. ay’s CVe, whenas the fun was fet, 
near yon’ ftile, three fallow gypfies met: 


Upon my hand they caft a pering look, . 
Bid me beware, and thrice their heads they fhook; 


They faid that many croiics | muil prove, 
Some in my wor'd!ly gain, but moit In love, 


Next mo:n I mifs’d three hens and our old cock, 
And off ihe te dge two pinners and a fmeock. 
I bore thefe lofles with a chriftian mind, 
And no mifhap could feel whilf thou wert kinds 
But fince, alas ! 1 grew my Colin's fcorn, 
ve knowa no pleafure night, or noon, oO morn. 
Help me, ye gipics! br. him home again, 
And to a conttant lafs give back her fwain. 

Have noi I fate with thee tujl many a night, 
When dying embers were our only light, 
When ev’ry creature did in flumbers tie, 
Belides our cat, my Colin 
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No troublous thoughts the cat or Colin move, 

Whiie I alone am kept awake by ove, 
Remember, Colin, when at laft vear’s wake 

L bought the coftly prefent for thy fake, 

Couldit thou fpeil o’er ‘he poefie on thy knife, 

And with another chanve thy ftate of life ? 

Jf thou forgett’ft, I wot, I can repeat, 

My memory can tell the verfe fo fweet. 

«¢ As this is grav’d upon this knife of thine, 

«¢ So is thy image on this heart of mine.” 

But woe is me! fuch prefents luckle{s prove, 

For knives, they tell me, always fever love. 
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WEDNESDAY: 
THE DUMPS. 


+: 


Sparabella. 


r 
HE wailings of a maiden I recite, 
A maiden “atr, that Spa. cebella hight. 


Such ftrains ne’er warble in the linnet’s throat, 


Nor the cay goldfinch chaun's fo {weet a note. 
No magpye chetterd, nor the painted jay, 
No ox was heard ‘o low, nor afs to broy 3 


No ruftling bre: zes piay'd the leaves among, 
While thus her madrigai thedemfel fung. 
5b o 

A whi'e, O D’Urfey ! lend an ear or twain, 
Nor, tho’ inhomely guife, my verfe difdain ; 

‘hether thou fek'f new kingdoms in the fu 

NV hether thon { f} kingd n the fun, 

nether thy Mufe does at Newmarke I 
Whether thy Mufe does at rarket run, 

r does with goflips at a reaft regale 
Ord th goilips at ft regale, 

And heighten he. conceits with fack and ale, 

r elfe at wakes with Joan anc dge rejoice 
Or elle at th 1 Hodge rejoice, 
Where D’Urfey’s lyrics fell in ev'ry voice; 
Yet fulfer me, thou bard of wond’rous meed, 
Amid thy bays to weave this rural weed, 
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Now the fun drove adown the weftern road, 
And oxen laid at reft forget the goad ; 
The clown fatigu’d trudg’d homeward with his 
{pade, 
Acrofs the meadows ftretch’d the lengthen’d 
fhade ; 
When Sparabella, penfive and forlorn, 
Alike with yearning love and labour worn, 
Lean’d on her rake, and ftraight with doleful 
guize 
Did this fad plaint in moanful notes devife. 
Come night, as dark as pitch furround my head, 
From Sparabella Bumkinet is fled ; 
The ribbon that his val’rous cudgel won, 
Laft Sunday happier Clumfilis put on : 
Sure if he had eyes (but Love they fay has none), 
J whilom by that ribbon had been known. 
Ah well-a-day! I’m fhent with baneful fmart, 
For with the ribbon he beftow’'d his heart. 
My plaint, ye Laffes! with this burden aid, 
Tis hard fo true a damfel dies a maid. 
Shall heavy Clumfilis with me compare? 
View this, ye Lovers! and like me defpair. 
Her blubber’d lip by fmutty pipes is worn, 
And in her breath tobacco whiffs are borne ; 
The cleanly cheefe-prefs fhe could never turn, 
Her awkward fift did ne’er employ the churn ; 
If e’er fhe brew’d, the drink would {trait go four, 
Before it ever felt the thunder’s pow’r : 
No hufwifery the dowdy creature knew ; 
To fum upall, her tongue confefs’d the fhrew. 
My plaint, ye Lafles! with this burthen aid, 
*Tis hard fo true a damfel dies a maid. 
I’ve often feen my vifage in yon’ lake, 
Nor are my features of the homelicft make. 
Tho’ Clumfilis may boaft a whiter dye, 
Yet the black floe turns in my rolling eye ; 
No. IV. B 
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And faireft bloffoms drop with every blaft, ~ 


But the brown beauty will like hollies laft. 
Her wan comp!exion’s like the wither’d leek, 
While Catherine pears adorn my ruddy check. 
Yet fhe, alas! the witlefs lout hath won, 

And by her gain poor Sparabell’s undone ! 

Let hares and hounds in coupling ftraps unite, 
The clucking hen make friendfhip with the kite ; 
Let the fox {imply wear the nuptial noofe, 

And join in wedlock with the waddling goofe, 
For Love hath brought a ftranger thing to pafs, 
The faireft fhepherd weds the fouleft lafs. 

My plaint, ye laffes! with this burthen aid, 
*Tis hard fo true a damfel dies a maid. 

Sooner fhall cats difport in waters clear, 

And fpeckled mackere!ls graze the meadows fair; 
Sooner fhall fereech-owls bafk in funny day, 
And the flow afs on trees, like fquirrels, play; 
Sooner fhall fnails on infec pinions rove, 

Than I forget my fhepherd’s wonted love. 

My plaint, ye Lafles! with this burthen aid, 
*Jis hard fo true a damfel dies a maid. 

Ah! didit thou know what preffers 1 withftood, 
When late I met the "Squire in yonder wouod ! 
To me he fped, regardlefs of his game, 

While a 1 my cheek was glowing red with fhame; 
My lip he kifs’d and prais‘d my healthful look, 
Then from 2 purfe of filk a guinea took ; 
Into my hand he forc’d the tempting gold, 
While I with modeft ttruggling broke his hold. 
He fwore that Dick in livery ftrip’d with lace, 
Should weJ me foon to keep me from difgrace; 
But I por fuotman priz’d nor golden fee, 
For what is lace or gold compar’d to thee? 

My plaint, ye Laffes! with this burthen aid, 
*Tis hard fe true adamfel dies a maid. 

Now piain I ken whence love his rife begun ; 
Sure he was born foine blondy butcher’s fon, 
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_- 


Bred up in fhambles, where our younglings flain, 
Erft taught him mifchief and to fport with pain. 
The father only filly fheep annoys, 
The fon the fillier fhepherdefs deitroys. 
Does fon or father greater mifchief do ? 
he fire is cruel, fo the fon is too, 
My plaint, ye Laffes! with this burden aid, 
’Tis hard fo true a damfel dies a maid. 
Farewell, ye Woods! ye Meads! ye Streams! 
that flow ; 
A fudden death {hall rid me of my woe. 
This penknife keen my windpipe fhall divide. 
What fhall I fall as f{queaking pigs have dy’d! 
No—To fome tree this carcafe I’]] fafpend: 
But worrying curs find fuch untimely end! 
I'll {peed me to the pond, where the bigh ftool 
On the long plank hangs o'er the muddy pool, 
That ftool, the dread of ev’ry fcolding quean ; 
Yet fure a lover fhould not die fo mean ? 
There plac’d aloft, I] rave and rail by fits, 
Tho’ all the parifh fay I’ve loft my wits; , 
And thence, if courage holds, myfelf Pll throw, 
And quench my paflion in the lake below. 

Ye Lafles ! ceafe your burthen, ceafe to moan, 
And, by my cafe forwarn’d, go mind your own, 
The fun was fet; the night came on apace, 

And falling dews bewet around the place, 
The bat takes airy rounds on leathern wings, 
And the hoarfe owl his woful dirges fings; 
The prudent maiden deems it now too late, 
And tll to-morrow comes defers her fate. 
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THURSDAY; 
OR, 


THE SPELL, 


++ 


Hobnelia. 


Hosxezta, feated in a dreary vale, 
n penfive mood rehears’d her piteous tale, 
Her piteous tale the winds in fighs bemoan, 
And pining echo anfwers groan fer groan. 

I rue the day, arueful day [ trow, 
The woful day, a day indeed of woe! 
W hen Lubberkin to town his cattle drove, 


‘ A Maiden fine bedight he hapt to love 5 


The maiden fine bedight his love retains, 
And for the village he forfakes the plains. 
Return, my Lubberkin ! thefe ditties hear, 
Spells will L try, and fpells fhall eafe my care. 
With my fharp heel I three times mark the 
ground, 

And turn me thrice around, around, around. 
Whea firft the year I heard the cuckoo fing, 
And call with welcome note the budding fpring, 

I ftraightway fet a running with fuch hafte, 
Deb’rah that won the fmock fcarce ran fo fait ; 
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Till fpent for lack of breath, quite weary grown 
Upon a rifing bank I fat adown, 
Tien doft’d my fhoe, and, by my troth, I fwear, 
Therein I fpy “d this yellow friz zled hair 
As like to Lubberkin’s in cur] and hu: 
As it vponhis comely pate it grew. 
With my fharp heel 1 three times mark the 
ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. 
At eve laft Midfummer no » fleep I fo ight, 
But to the field a bag of hemp-feed brought; 
I fcatter’d round the feed on every fie 
And three times in a trembling accent cry‘d, 
This hemp-feed with my vir; rinhand I fow, 
Who fhall my true-love be the crop fhall mow. 
I ftraight look’d back. and if myeyes {peak truth, 
W ith his keen fcyihe behind me came the youth. 
With my fharp heel I three times mark the 
ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. 
Lait Valentine, the day when birds of kind 
Their paramours with mutual chirpings find, 
l rearly rofe, juft at the break of day, 
Before the fan had chas’d the ftars away ; 
A-ficld I went, amid the morning dew, 
To milk my kine (fer fo fhould hufwives do) 
Thee firit I fpy’d; andthe firt fwain we fee, 
In fpite of fortune, fhall our true-love be. 
See Lubberkin ! each bird bis partner take, 
And canft thou then thy fweetheart dear forfake ? 
With my fharp heel I three times mark the 
ground, 
oe me thrice around, around, around. 
ft May-day fair I fearch’ d to find a fnail, 
That might my fecret lover’s name reveal ; 
Upon a goofeberry-bufh a fnail | found, 
Fo. always fi ails near fweerett frait abound 
I feia’d the vermin, home I quickly fped, 
A2 
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And on the hearth the milk-white embers fpread: 
Slow crawl’d the fnail, and if I right can fpell, 
In the foft afhes mark’d a curious L: 
Oh! may this wondrous omen lucky prove! 
For Lis feund in Lubberkin and Love. 

With my fharp heel I three times mark the 

ground, 

And turn me thrice around, around, around. 

Two hazel-nuts I threw into the fame, 

And to each nut I pave a fweetheart’s name: 
This with the loudeft bounce me fore amaz’d, 
That ina flame ef brighteft colour blaz’d. 

As blaz’d the nut fo may thy paffion grow, 
Fer’t was thy nut that did fu brightly glow. 

With my fharp heel I three times mark the 
ground, 

And turp me thrice around, around, around. 

As peafecods once I pluck’d, I chane’d to fee 
One that wasclofely fill’d with three times three, 
Which when I cropp’d, I fafely home convey’d, 
And o’er the door tne fpell in fecret laid ; 

My wheel [ turn’d, and fung a ballad new, 

W hite from the fpindle I the fleeces drew 3 

The latch mov’d up, when who fhould firft come 
in, 

But, in his proper perfon,—Lubberkin. 

| broke my yarn, furpriz’d the fight to fee, 


Sure fign that ke would break his word with me. | 


Eftfoons I join’d it with my wonted flight ; 
So may again his love with mine unite! 
With my fharp heel 1 three times mark the 
ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. 
This lady fly I take from off the grafs, 
Whofz {potted back mizht fcarlet red furpafs, 
Fly, lady- bird, north, fouth, or eaft, or weft, 
Ely ’ where the man is found that I love beft. 
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He leaves my hand; fee to the weit he’s flown, 
To cal] my true-love from the faithlefs town. 
With my fharp heel I three times mark the 
ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. 
This mellow pippin which I pare around, 
My fhepherd’s name fhall flourifh on the grounds 
J fling the broken parings o’er my head, 
Upon the grafs a perfect 1 is read 5 
Yet on my heart a fairer 1 is feen 
Than what the paring marks upon the green, 
With my fharp heel I three times mark the 
ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, arvund. 
This pippin fhall another trial make ; 
See from the core two kernels brown L take 5 
This on my cheek for Lubberkin is worn, 
And Boobyclod on t’other fide is borne : 
But Boobyclod foon drops upon the ground, 
A certain token that his love’s unfound, 
While Lubberkin fticks firmly to the lait 5 
Oh! were his lips to mine but jein’d fo fatt ! 
With my fharp heel I three times mark the 
ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around, 
As Lubberkin once flept beneath a tree, 
I] twitch’d his dangling garter from his knee; 
He wift not when the hempen ftring I drew ; 
Now mine I quickly doff of inkle blue ; 
Together fatt I tye the garters twain, 
And while I knit the knot repeat this ftrain; 
Three times a true-love’s knot I tie fecure, 
Firm be the knot, firm may his love endure! 
With my fharp heel I three times mark the 
ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. 
As I was wont, I trudg*’d laf market-day 
To town with new-laid eggs preferv’d in hays 
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I made my market long before “twas night, 
My purfe grew heavy and my bafker light. 
Straight to the ’pothecary’s fhop I went, 
And in love powder all my moncy fpent ; 
Eehap what will, next Sunday after prayers, 
When to the alehoufe Lubberkin repairs, 
Thefe golden flies into his mug Ill throw, 
And foon the fwain with fervent love fhall glow, 
With my fharp heel I three times mark the 
ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. 
But hold—our Lightfoot barks, and cocks his 
ears 
O’er yonder flile fee Lubberkin appears. 
He comes! he comes! Hobnelia’s not bewray’d, 
Nor fhall fhe, crown'd with willow, die a maid. 
He vows, he fwears, he'll give mea green gown: 
Oh dear! I fall adown, adown, aduwn! 
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Bumiinet. 


Wi uy. Grubbinol, Joft thou fo wiftful feem? 
There’s forrow in thy look, if right I deem. 
*Tis true, yon’ oaks with yellow tops appear, 
And chilly blafts begin to nip the year. 
From the tall elm a fhower of leaves is borne, 
And their Joft beauty riven beeches mourn ; 
Yet even this feafun pleafance blithe affords ; 
Now the fqueez’d prefs foams with our apple 
hoards. 
Come, let us hie, and quaff a cheery bowl, 
Let cyder new wafh ferrow from thy foul. 
Grub. Ah! Bumkinet ! fince thou from hence 
wert gone, 
From thefe fad plains all merriment is flown ; 
Should I reveal my grief, *twould fpoil thy cheer, 
And make thine eye o’erflow with many a tear. 
Bumk. Hang forrow! let’s to yonder hut repais, 
And with trim fonnets caft away our care. 
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Gi.lian of Croydon well the pipe can play, 
Thou fing’f moft fwecct * O’er hillsand far away.” 
Of Patient Grifiel 1 devife to fing, 
And catches quaint fhall make the vallies ring. 
Come, Grubbino] ! beneath this fhelter come, 
From hence we view our flocks fecurely roam, 
Grub. Yes, dlithfome lad,atale I mean to Sing, 
Rut with my woe fhall diftant vallies ring ; 
The tale fhall make our kidiings droop their head, 
For woe is me !—our Blouzelind is dead. 
Bunt. Is Blouzelinda dead ? farewell my glee!) 
No happinefs is now referv’d for me. 
As the wood pigeon coos withuut his mate, 
So fhail my doleful dirge bewail her fate. 
Ot Blouze'inda fair 1 meanto tell, 
The peer! maid that did all maids excel. 
Henceforth the morn fhall dewy forrows fhed, 
And ev’ning tears upon the grafs be {pread ; 
The ro}ling ftreams with wat'ry grief fhall flow, 
And winds fhall mvan aloud—when loud they 
biow. ' 
Henceforth, as oft’ as autumn fhall return, 
The dropping trees, whene er itrains, fhal) mourn: 
This feafun guite fhall frip the country’s pride, 
For “twas in autumn Blouzelinda dy'd. 
Where’er I gad, I Blouzelind fhall view, 
W oods, dairy, barn, and mows, our paffion knew, 
When I direct my eyes to yonder wood, 
Frefh rifing forrow curdles in my blood, 
Thither I’ve often been the damfe]’s guide, 
W hen rotten fticks our Fuel have fupply’d; 
There { remember bow her faggots large 
Were frequently thefe happy fhoulders’ charge. 
Sometimes this crook diew hazel bows adown, 
And ftuffd her apron wide with nuts fo brown; 
Or when her feeding bogs bad mifs'd their way, 
Or wallowing "mid a feaft of acorns lay, 
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Th’ untoward creatures to the flye 1 drove, 
And whiftled all the way—or told my love. 

If by the dairy’s hatch I chanc’d to hie. 
I fhall her goodly countenance efpy, 
Forthere her goodly countenance I’ve feen, 
Set off with kerchief Rtarch’d and pinners clean. 
Sometimes, like wax, fhe rolls the butter round 
Or with the wooden lily prints the pound 
Whilom I’ve feen her fkim the clouded cream, 
And prefs from fpungy curds the milky ftream. 
Bat now, alas! thefe ears fhall hear nomore 
The whining fwine furround the dairy door: 
No more her care fhall fill the hollow tray, 
To fat the guzzling hogs with floods of whey. 
Lament, ye fwine! in grunting fpend your grief, 
For you, like me, have loft your fole relief, 

When in the barn the foundi ing flail I ply, 
Where from her fieve the chaff was wont to fly 
The poultry there will feem around to ttand, 
Waiting upon her charitable hand : 

No fuccour mect the poultry now can find, 
For they, like me have lof their Bi ouzeliud, 

Whenever by yon’ barley-mow I pafs, 
Before my eyes will trip the tidy lafs. 

! pitch the sheaves (oh! could I do fo now) 
Which fhe in rows pil” d on the grewing mow. 
Ther: every deale my heart by love was gain’d, 
There the {weet kifs my courtthip has explain’ d: 
Ah! Blouzelind ! that mow I ne er thall fee, 
But thy eeariad will revive in me, 

Lament, ye fields! and rueful fymptoms fhow, 
Hencefurth let not the fmelling primrofe grow 
Let weeds inftead of butter-flowers appear, 

And meads inftead of dailies hemlock bear ; 

For cowilips fweet let dandelions fpread, 

For Blouzelinda, blithefome maid ! is dead. 

La ment, ye fwains! and o’er her grave bemoan, 
And fell ye right this verfe apon her ftone ; 
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« Here Blouzelinda lies—alas, alas! 
“¢ Weepfhepherds $-andermeniber ficth tsiprats." " 

Grub. Albeit thy fongs are fweeter to mine ear 
Than to the thirfty cattle rivers clear, 

Or winter porridge to the lab'ring youth, 
Or buns and fugar to the damfel’s tooth ; 
Yet Blouzelinda’s name fhall tune my lay; 
Of her I'll fing for ever and for aye. 

When Blouzelind expir’d, the wether’s bell 
Before the drooping flock toll’d forth her knell ; 
The folemn death-watch click’d the hour fhe 

dy’d, 
And fhrilling crickets in the chimney cry’d : 
The boding raven on her cottage fate, 
And with hoarfe croaking warn’d us of her fate; 
The lambkin, which her wonted tendence bred, 
Dropp’d on the plains that fatal inftant, dead 5 
Swarm on a rotten ftick the bees | {py’ dl, 
Which erft | faw wken Goody Dobfon dy d. 

How fhall I, void of tears, her death relate ? 

While omher darling’s bed her mother fate, 

Thefe words the dying Blouzeiinda {poke, 

Ana of the dead let none the will revoke : 
Mother, quoth fhe, Jet not the poultry need, 

And give the goofe wherewith tu faife her inceed 3 

Be thefe my fifter’s care—and ev’ry mora 

Amid the ducklings let her fcatter corn ; 

The fickly calf that’s hous’d, be fure to tend, 

Feed him with milk, and from bleak colds defend, 

Yet, ere I die—fee, mother, yonder fhelf, 

There fecretly I’ve hid my wordly pelf, 

Twenty good fhillings in arag ! iaid, 

Be ten the parfon’s for my fermon paid : 

The reft is your’s—my f{pinning-wheel and rake 

Let Sufan keep for her dear fifter’s fake : 

My new ftraw hat, that’s trimly lin’d with green, 

Let Peggy wear, for {he’s a damfel clean: 
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My leathern bottle, long in harveft try‘d, 

Be Grubbinol’s—this filver ring befide : 

Three filver pennies and a nine-pence bent, 

A token kind, to Bumkinet be fent. 

Thus fpoke the maiden, while the mother cry‘d, 
And peaceful, like the harmlefs lamb, fhe dy’d, 

Tofhow theirlove, the neighbours far and near 
Follow’d with wiftful look the damfel’s bier. 
Sprigg’d rofemary the lads and laffes bore, 

While difmally the parfon walk'd before. 
Upon her grave the rofemary they threw, 

The daify, butter-flow’r, and endive blue. 
After the good man warn'd us trom his text, 
That none could tell whofe turn would be the 

next 
He faid that Heaven would take her foul no doubt, 
And fpoke the;hour glafs inher praife—quite out. 

To her fweet mem’ry flow’ry garlands ftrung, 
O’er her now empty feat aloft were hung; 

With wicher rods we fence’d her tomb around, 
To ward from man and beaft ihe hallow’g ground, 
Left her new grave the parfon’s cattle raze, 

For both his horfe and cow the church—yard graze. 
Now we trudg’d homeward to her mother’s farm, 
To drink new cyder mull’d, with ginger warm ; 
For Gaffer Treadwell told us by the bye, 
Exceflive forrow is exceeding dry. 

While bulls bear horns upon their curled brow, 
Or laffes with foft ftroaking milk the cow ; 
While paddling ducks the fanding lake defire, 
Or batt’ning hogs roll in the finking mire ; 
While moles the crumbled earth in hillocks raife, 
So long fhal! fwains tell Blouzelinda’s praife. 

Thus wail’d the louts, in melancholy ftrain, 
Till bonny Sufan {ped acrofs the plain: 

They feiz’d the lafs, in apron clean array’d, 
And to the alehoufe fore’d the willing maid. 
la ale and kiffes they forgot their cares, 

And Sufan Blouzelinda’s lofs repairs. 
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SATURDAY: 
OR, 


THE FLIGHTS. 
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Bowrzylheus, 


UBLIMER ftrains, Oruftic mufe! prepare; | 


Forget a-while the barn and dairy’s care ; 

Thy homely voice to loftier numbers raife, 

The drunkard’s flights require fonorous lays; 

With Bowzyheus’ “fongs exalt thy verfe, 

While rocksand woods the various notes rehearfe, 
’Twas in the feafon when the reapers’ toil 

Of the ripe harveft ’gan to rid the foil, 

W ide thro’ the field was feen a goodly rout, 

Clean damfels bound the gather’d fheaves about; 

The !ads with fharpen’d hook and fweating brow 

Cut down the labours of the winter-plough. 

To the near hedge young Sufan fteps afide, 

She feign’d her coat or garter was unty’d ; 

Whate’er fhe did, fhe ftoop’d adown unteen, 

And merry reapers what they lift will ween. 

Soon fhe rofe up, and cry’d with voice fo fhrill, 

That echo anfwer’d from the diftant hill ; 

The youths and damfels ran to Sufan’s aid, 

Who thought fome adder had the lafs difmayd 
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When faft afleep they Bowzybeus fpy'd, 
His hat and oaken “afl lay clofe beiide; 
That Bowzybeus who could fweetly fing, 
Or withthe rofin’d bow torment the ftring 5 
That Bowzybeus who with fingers’ fpeed 
Could call foft warblings from the breathing reed, 
That Bowzybeus who with jocund tongue, 
Ballads, and roundelays, and catches fung. 
They loudly laugh to fee the damfel’s fright, 
And in difport furrouand the drunken wight. 
Ah! Bowzybee, why didft thou ftay fo long ? 
The mugs were large, the drink was wondrous 
{trong ! 
Thou fhould& have left the fair before twas night, 
But thou fat‘ft toping fill the morning light. 
Cie’ly, brifk maid, iteps forth before the rout, 
And kifs’d, with fmacking lip, the fhoaring lout; 
For cultom fays, whoe’er this venture proves, 
For fuch a kifs demands a pair of gloves. 
By her example Dorcas bolder grows, 
And plays a tickiing ftraw withia his nofe. 
He rubs his notril, and in wonted jok 
Tae faecering fwains with tammering fpeech be- 
fpoke. 
To you my lads, I’ll fing my caro's o'er; 
As tor the maids—I’ve fomething elfe in ttore. 
No fooner "gan he raife his tuneful fong, 
But lads and laifes round about him throng, 
Not ballad-finger plac’d above the crowd 
Sings with a note fo fhrilling fweet and loud : 
Nor parifh-clerk who calls the pfalm fo clear, 
Like Bowzybeus fvoths th’ attentive ear. 
Of nature's laws his carols firft begun, 
Why the grave owl can never face the fun ; 
For owls, as fwains obferve, deteft the light, 
And only fing and feek their prey by night: 
How turnips hide their {welling heads below, 
And how the clofing coleweris upward grow ? 
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How Will-a-wifp mifleads night-faring clowns 

O’er hills, and finking bogs, and pathlefs downs: 

OF fars he told, that fhoot with fhining trail, 

And of the glow-worm’s light that gilds his tail! 

He fung w here woodcocks in the fummer feed, 

And in what climates they renew their breed : 

Some think tv nerthern coafts their fight they tend, 

Or to the moon in midnight ho urs afcend : 

W here {wallows in the winter's feafon keep, 

And how the drowfy bat and dormoufe fleep : 

How nature docs the puppy’s eyelid clofe, 

Till the bright fua has nine times fet and rofe: 

For huntfmen, by their lung experience, find, 

That puppies { #ill nine roiling funs are blind. 

Now he goes on, and fings of fairs and fhows, 

For ftill new fairs before his eyes arofe: 

How pedlars’ ftalls with glittering toys are laid, 

The various fairings of the country maid ¢ 

Long filken laces hang upon the twine, 

And rows of pins and amber bracelets fhine : 

How the tight lafs, knives, combs, and fciflars 

fpies, 

And looks on thimb'es with defiring eyes: 

Of lott mes next with tuneful note he told, 

Whore filver fp ons are woo and rings of gold: 

The iads and latles trudge the ftreet along, 

And all ibe fair is crouded in his fon: : 

The Moun ebank now treads che ftage, and felle 

His pi ills 3y his bal ifams, and his a ague-fpells 5 . 

Now o’er and 0’er the nimb! > tum.'er fprings, 

And on the rope the vent’rows maiden fwings; 

Jack-Pudding, in his party-colour’ d jacker, 

To.des the g ove, and jokes at ev’ry packet : 

Of raree-ithows he fung, and Punch’s feats, 

Of pockets pick’d ia cro wds, and various cheats, 
Then fad he fung The Children in the Wood; 

Ah! barb’rous uncle, ftain’d with infant blood! 
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How blac'<-berries they pluck’d in deferts wild, 
And fearlefs at the glitt’ring faulchion fmil’d: 
Their little corpfe the robin-red-breaft found, 
And ftrow’d with pious bill the leaves around. 
Ah! gentle birds! if this verfe latts fo long, 
Your names {hall live for ever in my fong. 
For buxom Joan he fung the dips dtful ftrife, 
How the fly fiilor made the maida wife. 
To louder {trains he rais’d his voice to tell 
Nhat woful wars in Chevy-chafe befell, 
When Piercy drove the deer with hound and horn, 
Wars to be wept by children yet unborn! 
Ah! With’rington ! more years thy life had 
crown’, 
if thou had‘t rever heard the horn or hound ! 
Yet fhall ibe’ Squire whefoucht on bloody ftump- 








By future bards be wail’d in doleful dumps. 
Ali in the land of-Efiex next he chaunis, 
How to tleek mares ftarch Quakers turn pallants: 


’ 
Huw the grave broiher ftood on bank fo green 5 
Happy for him if mares had uever been! 

Then he was teiz’d witha religious qualm, 
And on a fudden fung the hundrcdta pfalin. 

He fung of Taffey Weifh, and Sawaey Scot, 
Lilly-bullero, and the [rith Tror, 

Why thoald | tell of Bateman or of Shore, 

Or Wantiley’s dragon {lain by valiant Moore 

The bower of Rofamond, or Robin Hood, 

And how the grafs now grows where Troy town 
itood ? 

His carols ceas’1: the lift’ning ma‘ds and fwains 
Seem itill to hear fome fott impertect ftrains. 
Sudden he rofe, and as he reels along, 
Siears kitles fweet fhould well reward bis fong. 
The damfels laughing “y 3 the giddy clowa 
Again upon a whea: theaf drops adown ; 

The pow’r that guards the drunk his tleep attends, 
Till ruddy, like his face, the tun defecads. 
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__Au ! family forlorn ! 

The {port of fortune, famine, and mankind! 
Comoofe thy gricfs, Lovisas flop thofe tears : 
Cry not fo piteons—fpare, O {pare thy fire, 
Nor quite diffract thy mother hap.e!s babe 
v all i do ?— Which ever way I turn, 
Scenes of ifce . wr ftrike my cye: 

Bare, barren walls, om formidably round, 
Aod not a ray of hone is left to cheer. 
Sorruwing and fick, the partner < my fate 

Lies on her bed of ftraw 5——b¢ her, fad, 

My children dear c to her reat and weep; 
Or, preft by hanger, bunt each k for food, 
And quite Zghawked, elintb chefe lene ¢t—in vain. 
How evry afking eve appeals at once! 

Ah! looks tou cloqaent—-too plainly mark’d ; 
Ye alk for bread—t hb no bread to give. 

The wants of Nata e, ‘fragal as the is, 

The little calls and comforts which fupport 
From day to day the feeble life of man, 

No more, alas! thy Father can fupply* 
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—Yet what are all thefe polden feenes to me, 
Thefe {plendid modifh fuperfluities ? 

W hat are thefe bright temptations to the poor ? 
Sooner, al: to" will Pride new gild her coach, 
Than bid the warming faggot blaze around 

The hearth vere chili Nece™ ty refides.— 
—But mut rsA then—ocour tender babes— 
Mutt hry u nemely fink into the grave 

Muft all be victims to a fate fo fore ? 

The wor'd will not®iog ceive but barren frowns, 
What then remains ?—‘J here tlands the wretched 
hut 
I dare not enter 
What then remains ?—-T be nicht fteals on anace; 
The fick moun labours through ihe mixing clouds 

—EGty emg were ¥ = “rw dire necetinty !— 
It mult Le fo—Defpa io what theu wilt! 
s+ * # "* *-* ss & 

—— | faint with fea 
With terror, and nating Ti foreft’s gloom 
(Made gioomicr by the deep’ ning {fiades of night) 
Suits wel: the fad diforders of mv fuu'. 
The pafling ow! fhricks ho rible her watl, 
And conicience brvods o’er her propheiic note; 


Heaven befriend them all f@ 


¥ fi. 





Light {prings the hare upon the wither’d lear; 
The sabbls 4 t.olic said tie guity mind 
Starts at the found, a3 ai 2 piant’s tread !— 


—Ah me!—l hear the horfe «'one the read— 
Fy rgive me, Providence —rs.ve me, Mans 
Jtremble throuzh tne heart. The clatt’ring hoof 


Re-echoes tio’ the wood-—the moon appears, & 


And lights me to mt prey.— 
*# &#§ & * 
—— Sicp, iraveller! 
Behold a being, born, like thee, to lives 
And yet endow’d wiih furiinds +o die, 
Wree his alone the pang of poverty : 
But adcar wile, now fa ving far fiem hence 
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A frowning world, and an ungrateful friend, 
Urge him to actions which his heart abhors. 
Allitt us '——f; ive us: !_-pity my defn: ae Low 
O'crlook my fault, and view me as a maa. 
A fellow-mortal fues to thee for bread, 
Invites thy charity—invites thy hears. 
Perhaps *4vu art an hulband and asfather !— 
Think if thy babes, like mine, dejected lay, 
Avd acid their little hands to thee for food, 
What would thou have me do, wert thou like 
me, 
Driv’n to diftrefs like mine ?—O then befriend! 
Make our fad cafe your own—Il afk no More; 
Nor will | force what bounty cannot {pare. 
Let me not take, atlaflin-like, the boon, 
Which, bumbly bending at thy, foot, I beg. 
Ne’er cill this night ——-—— 
—— God fpecd thee on thy way 
May plenty ever fit within thy louie! 
if thou hait children, angels guard their fleps# 
h featter rofes round each | tic check, 


Hef! 

And Heaven at lat reward thy foul with b) ts! 
He’ 

Ti 





s gone, and left his purie within ay hand, 
au muchde thy “d, thda aitcn fought in vain, 
Sought while the tears were fwimming in my eve, 
Soughr, but not ‘fount i. jengih | hold thee fault, 

Swift let me fy upon the wings of love, 
And bear thee bieling to my fainting babes 5 
Then gently take Lot isa in my arms, 
Arid whifper to the mourncr bappier days, 
* 


* * > * > 


—-Hark '—What noife wasthat ? 
’Twas the de}! bittern jooming o'er my head : 
The raven follows ner—ihe dusky air 
Thickens each form upon the cheated fight. 
Ah'—fomethin: thot acrofs the way methinks! 
’Tis but the fhadow of this friplinyg tree, 

That throws its baby arms as blows the gale; 
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Each object terrifies guilt’s anxious heart! 
The robber trembles at 

What have I faid? 
Robber ?—-W ell may I flart O heaven! 
What have I done ? 
Shall then Lovrsa live on [poil ? 
Shall my poor children eat the bread of shefr? 
And have I at the peaccful hour of night, 
Like fome malignant thing that prowls the wood, 
Have I—a very felon ' fought relief 
By means like thete ? And yet the traveller 
Gave what I afk’d, as if in charity. 
Perhaps his heart compaflionaiely kind, ' 
Gave from an impulfe 1t could not refit: 
Perhaps ‘twas fear—ieft murder might enfue! 








Alas! I bore no arms—-no blood | foughi— | 
How knew he that ?—Yet fure he might perceive 

The harden’d villain fpoke not in my air: ) 
Trembling and cold my hand was join’d withhis; | { 
My knees “fhook hard; my fecble accents fail’d; | 
The father’ s—hufband’ s—tears beds w'd my face, ] 
And virtue almoft triumph’d o’er defpair. ' 


Yer ftrikes the thought feverely on my heart,— 

—The deed was foul !—Sofi—let me paufe a- 
while.— 

Again the noon-beam breaks upon the eye— 

—Gyilt bears me to the ground—I faint—I fall! 

The means of food fhould ftill be hee? means,. 

Elfe were it well to ftarve. 


Pratt, 
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DISTRESSED WIDOW. 


[A feafonable Hint te the Friends of Humanity. ] 


++ 


URN not your eyes, ye happy, from my doors 
Nor fhun the Widow—helplefs now, and poor. 
Once better days were mine: falfe friends obey’d 
My invitations, and e’en homage paid. 
My hearth could then the needful warmth afford, 
And decent Plenty crown’d my cheerful board. 
That hearth with genial warmth no longer glows; 
That board no more the {plendid banquet fhews, 
Forc’d with thefe babes the coarfeft food to fhare, 
Hard is our lot, and feanty is our fare. 
Let her whofe tender bofom has confefs"d 
Maternal joys (her offspring at her breaft 
To mild Compatiion’s power her heart refign, 
And for a moment think on me ard mine. 
Compell’d my manfion for a cot to quit. 
Soon shall each crevice piercing blaft admit : 
On my weak babes difeafe mutt fhortly prey ; 
Feeble am [—and feebler ftill are they. 
What pangs muft that ingenuous bofom feel, 
Thus fore’d impending horrors to reveal! 
Ah! were thofe cruel fuff’rings all my own, 
I could expire without a figh or groan ! 
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THE STORY OF 


A BBA S&S. 


+ 


— H E. fun appearing above the horizon, 


Solyman proftrated himfelf in the profoundett 
adoration. When he arofe from his devotions, 
he advanced towards the Englifh merchant, his 
fellow-traveller, with a look of kindnefs mixed 
with pity and concern. The merchant under- 
ftood him : but as he was unwilling to contro- 
vert the principles of his religion, he made no 
apology for his conduct during the devotions of 
Solyman. 

The mild morning light which was diffufed 
over the vallies and ftreams, the various beauty 
ofthe meadows, the regular difpofition of blof- 
fomed hedge-rows, the foothing murmur of bees 
at their carly labour, and the full concert of the 
feathered creation, drew their converfation on 
the univerfal beneficence of nature. * I feel,’ 
‘ faid Solyman, a delight, which 1 can neither 
‘account for nor defcribe. Thefe mount®Ms 
* gilded with the rays of the orient fun, thofe 











‘4 
, Perfia, von diftant waters which gleain with 
‘the fhifiing effulgence of light, the general 
‘ sve voice of joy and activity In the animal 
‘ ercation, confpire to fill my heart with inex 
. pre ible sieatar ‘e. 
¢ That pleafure,’ replied the merchant, §T be« 
es Nevd proceed 2 om fympathy : it Is fcarce 
S yoffible, valefa you have fome peculiar caufe 
‘ of mifery, not to be pleafed when you fee evee 
(ry thing around you happy. On the contrary, 
¢ if you po into the mantions of forrow, it will 
‘ be impotiible to withftand the infection of it, 
¢ The Ged of nature feems to have given us 
‘ chefe fymy thetic tvclings, to link our affece- 
¢ tions in the great chain of fociety r: hence, fo- 
cy virtue is not left te dep end folely on the 
¢ worsl will, but is founded orthe principles 
én i naiure, 

¢ But the objet of your adoration is fo profule 
6 af tis favou ty that I fhould aay be glad to 
(find fome convenieus fhade. think, I difege 
6 vera cuvye on the fouthern declivity of the 
‘mountains let us retire to it during the heat 
¢ ed y s. 

As they were advancing towards the cavg 
ties ptreeives a beaten path leading directly 
: *rtoadifiant rivulet 4 this made the p- 
o: ive thet i: might be the ha on of 
fome wild beaft, that had worn the path by 
contantly goimg to deink at the fream; but 
{ cays Were, oon removed upan the appeate 
ayce of an aged hermit, advancing flowly to- 
wards the rivulet with an earthen pitcher, Af 
ficht gf the tr eller, he hafted to his abode 

i with all the “feed e precipitancy of age: they 
ry ed not to di dur ‘b him, andonly toak the ade 
f the rock which projected over his cell 
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te thelter themfelves from the fun; but they 
had not long continued in this fituation, before 
the hermit, perceiving them to be inoffenfive 
travellers, invited them into his cave. 
‘ You will excufe,’ faid the hoary fage, ¢ the 
caution of years: thefe mountains are not fe~ 
cure from the ravage of human ferocity : and 
thefe grey hairs wo :ld be no defence from the 
wanton cruelty of man. I have fuffered fo 
much from my own fpecies, that I have at laft 
forfaken their fociety : I thought it better to 
give up the conveniences of it, than to bear 
the evils; and I have long lived in this folita— 
ry cave on nothing more than what unculti- 
vated nature would afiord me.’—‘ Thofe fuf- 
ferings,’ faid Solyman, ‘ mutt indeed have been 
extraordinary, that could make you give up 
one of the greateft advantages of life, the fo- 
cial intercourfe of ‘your fellow-creatures,’— 
The narratives of age,’ replied the hermit, 
are feldom agreeableto youth ; but as inftruc— 
tion can be gained only from experience, you 
will do wifely to learn it from the misfortunes 
of Abbas. 
‘[ was bern toa competent fortune in the 
province of Lureftan: but being early left an 
orphan, my ailairs came under the cognizance 
of.a jufticiary court, which the members of it 
£ caf the court of equity ; but fo equitaplewwere 
e they with regard to me, that they clainieti twa 
Batts af my iittle fortune for their care Of the 
‘ Would to God, thaf were neverthe 
reat Britain!’ interrupted the merchant, 
ut Proceed.’——-* Thongh | had fuchgn early 
6 hae inciug proof of the treachery ta- 
‘pacity of mankind 5 yet, as I had always"éx- 
‘ ercifed the benevolent virtues myfelf, L could 
A 2 
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TuME STORY OF ABBAS: 
others totally devoid of them * and 
d twenticth year being inclined 
hout fcruple oneanias the re- 
‘ith aperfon whom J had 
ted; a perfon, Holy Al- 
ands to thee ; but I had 
Lureftan more th an three 
etended a commifiion to 
‘ts, and immediately left 
return therefore to the 
friend nor fi rtune 5 
sfinefs, l was reduced 


{tate 


is not nece™ 


1 your complai 
i 
a 


‘nabufed, an 
you. But that fhail not be the 
ny regard for you ; 
ivice : you thould never end fo much on 
he benevolence or integrity “of any humaa 
being as to truft his v ith your ortuneor your 
lite.”? Thus ended my hopes from the friend 
ofmy-father: whofe benevolence extended no 
me how to fecure the 
was f len, and io preserve the 
wilhed to lofe. 





THE STORY OF ABBAS. 
now no choice, but to enter,as a com- 
Ildier, into the army of the Sophi. 
had always @elighted in martial exercifes, an 
expers in the ufe of arms: mv dexterity 
drew upon me the atteation of my 
icers ; and, in a fhort time, [ obtained a 
fmal) commiffion. I had now almof forgot 
my miferies, and embraced my new fituation 
with cheerfulnefs and hope; but fortune, who 
had for a while ceafed to perfeeute me as be= 
low her notice, as if fhe had been indignant at 
fatistaction, and jcalous of my profpects, 
vy renewed and redoubled her feverity. 
commanding officer had a daughter of 
108 ordanesy beauty, and an uncommor ca- 
¥. Zara was the object of univerfal ad- 
misa Lion ; b if fh e had fet her heart on the 
fortunate Abbas. The firt momeat I be- 
hel d a i didpoves ed in her looks the moft 
1 alte¢tionate regard for me, which 
her compaflion for my misfor- 
wh at the fame time I wifhed, 
wing why, that it might proceed 
another cauie. She afked me for the fto= 
my life; Etold it. in the plainest and 
moft pathetic manner: yet, when I had finifh- 
ed, fhe defired me to repeat it. From this 
moment I had done with peace; her infectious 
tendernefs had fueh an influence upon my 
cart that I could think of nothing but Zara 
without Zara I was miferable. A thoufand 
times did I flatter myfelf, that there was fome— 
thing more than mere compafiion in hetjook 
and mamner;s and not many days had paffed; 
beiore | was convinced of the dear fate) truta 
from this letter: 


> tite 
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TO ABBAS. 

€¢ 

OUR merit and your fufferings have a 
‘© claim to fomething more than compaffion : to 
* efpoufe the caufe of Abbas, is to difcharge a 
*¢ duty which virtue cannot difpenfe with. Meet 
*¢ me en the parade this evening, and you fhall 
*€ know more of the fentiments of 


© Zara.” 


© The emotions I felt on the receipt of this 
letter, can only be conceived by thofe who, in 
the midft of defpairing love, have beheld a 
gleam of hope. The tumult of my heart hur- 
ried me to the place appointed, long before 
the time: I walked backward and forward in 
the utmoft confufion, totally regardlefs of eve- 
ry object about me; fometimes railing my 
hands and eyes in the fudden effusions of tran- 
fport, and fometimes fmiling with the com- 
placency of delight. 

* At length the day departed, and Zara came, 
* My heart bounded at her fight: I was unable 
© to fpeak,and threw myfelf at her feet. She was 
© alarmed at my exceflive earneftnefs and con- 
* fufion ; but commanding me to rife, ** Abbas,” 
faid fhe, “‘ if your confufien proceeds from your 
“ modeft gratitude, reitrain it, till you find 
** whether I am able to ferve you ; if it arife 
*¢ from any other caufe, I muft leave you this 
** moment.”? I entreated fhe would tell me, 
‘ to what I was indebted for the happinefs of 
© this interview, and I would be calm and at- 
* tentive.’ ‘* My regard for your merit, afid my 
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TNE STORY OF ABBAS. 9 
“ compaffiion for your fufferines,’’ faid the, 
“ make me wilh to ferve you. Teil me, Abbas, 
© can I affiftt you through the intereft of my fa- 
“ ther?” 1 famltered out my acknowledgments 
‘telling her, that to her I mui ewe allany 
‘ hopes of fucure bappinefs. 
* She left me immediately without reply. 
The fingularity of my behaviour on the 
parade before the coming of Zara, had 
drawn upon me the attention of an officer 
who was fecvetly her admirer, and who, 
either through curiofity, or fufpicion, though 
‘ unobferved by me, had waited at a conveni- 
‘ ent diftance to watch my motions, No fooner 
‘did he perceive the approach of Zara, than, 
faswellto gratify hisrevenge, as to ingratiate 
‘ 
‘ 


himfelf with ber father, he immediately told 

him of our interview, 

* Zara, ignerant of what had paffed, with 
‘her ufual freedom and good-nature, began to 
‘exprefs her compaflion for the misfortunes of 
‘ Abbas, talked of his merits, and willed to fee 
‘him preferred. The old genera] who was na- 
‘turally jealous and impetuous, exclaimed, 
‘ with a burft of indignation, “ Yes I fhall pre-,, 
fer him !’* Early the next morning he fent me 
my difcharge 3 and while [ was gazing in fu- 
pid aflonifhment upon my general’s letter, a 
youth, mafked, brought mea fmall cafket with 
letter from Zara, which, te the beft of my re- 
meimbrance, was as follows: 


-~-—-— ee Fe 7 


( To ABBAS. 


TY fome unlucky clrenmfance, which I 
* do not now underftand, inftead of promoting 
* you, I have been the caufe of yeur difmiflion. 
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¢ The bearer, who brings you a fmall cafket of 
‘© jewels for your fupport, has my commands tu 
© conduct you the fhorteft way oyy the moun- 
*¢ tains: follow him intmediately@teft the rage 





- © of jealoufy meditate new perfecntions. He 


“ wears a mafk, that he may not be taken no- 
*€ tice of as one of the general's domeftics : his 
*€ attachment to me will make him faithful to 
<¢ you. Time may bring about happier events, 
 Adicu, adieu! 


‘4 
’ & Zara.” 


¢ In the anguifh and confufion of my heart, I 
© followed my guide, without knowing whither 
¢ he was leading me, or what I was about to do. 
¢ I vented my grief in broken ejaculations, fre- 
€ quently calling upon the name of Zara, but 
© not once addreffing myfelf to my attendant. 
© By the evening of the fecond day, we had ad- 
© vancedforty miles fouthward from the province 
© of Lureftan ; when—how fhall I relate the laf 
© horrid fcene of my miferies !—pardon me !— 


© thefe aged eyes have yet a tear left, yet a tear 


‘ for the meroory of Zara!—we were attacked 
© by a band of robbers. My guide was Zara! in 
¢ her fright fhe threw off her matk, and cried, 
“ Zara !" Love, rage, fear, and vengeance, 
6 gave me fupernatural ftrengih: three of the 
‘ villains fell by my fabre ; a fourth difarmed 
‘ me; and the rett of the gang carried off Zara.’ 

At this crifis of his ftory, the fpirits of the 
aged hermit were exhaufted by their own vio- 
lence ; and it was fome time before he could 


proceed P 


¢ You have now,’ continued he, ‘ heard the © 


‘ completion of my misfortunes. When I was 
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recovered of the wounds I had received, I fpent 
fome months in the fruitlefs fearch of Zara: 
at laft, d iring to gain any intelligence of 
her, I tranfffitted an Account of the affair to 
her father 5 not without hope, that his power, 
or his ‘wealth, might be a means of finding her 
out, and redeeming her ; but I was deceived; 
and had foo the mortification to hear, that 
the unnatural wretch exulted in our misfor- 
tunes, and uttered the moft dreadful impreca~ 
tions on his only child. 

© Deprived of hope, and dejected with melan~ 
choly, I could no longer bear the fociety of 
mankind: I therefore betook myfelf to thefe 
folitary mountains, where this cell has been 
my habitation for years, that have paffed away 
‘in unvaried forrow ; and where you are the 
¢ firft of human beings that have heard me tell 
¢ my tale.’ 

Solyman expatiated on the fufferings of Abbas 
with the moft tender fenfibility, and inveighed 
againft the bafenefs of mankind with all the rage 
of honeft refentment. ‘ Surely,’ faid he to the 
‘merchant, ‘ man is the vileft of all creatures! in 
‘ proportion as he excels them in reafon, he ex— 
© ceeds them in the ability to do mifchief; and 
‘ being equally cruel, the mifchiefhe does ren- 
‘ders him more deteftable. Sacred Mithra! 
* why doft thou lend thy light to the villain and 
‘the tyrant ? Were it not for the enjoyment of 
¢ your company, my friend, I fhould have few 
* € inducements to go farther from the valley of 
' € Trwan ; for poflibly te fee more of human life 
‘ isonly to know more of its crimes and mife~ 
‘ ries.’ 

‘ From the complicated diftrefles of one pet— 
‘ fon,’ replied the merchant, ‘-you draw a pare 
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412 IHE STORY OF ABBAS, 

¢ tial image-ofthe life of man. But the day de 
‘ clines: let us haften over théefé~ mountains, 
¢ that we may repofe at night in fome village of 
6 the valley.’ 
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OBIDAH; 
OR, 


Tue JOURNEY or a DAY. 


+ 


Ozivas, the fon of Anensina, left the ca- 


tavanfera early in the morning, and purfced his 
journey through the plains of Indoftan. He was 
frefh and vigcerous with reft ; he was animated 
with hope; he was incited by defire ; he walk- 
ed {wiftly forward over the vallies, and faw the 
hills gradually rifing before him. As he paiffed 
along, his ears were delighted with the morning 
ieee of the Bird of Paradife : he was fanned by 
laft flutters of the finking breeze, and {prink- 
led with dew by groves of fpices. He fometimes 
contemplated the towering height of the oak, 
munarch of the hills; and fometimes caught 
the gentle fragrance of the primrofe, eldeft 
daughter of the fpring : All his fenfes were gra~ 
tified, and all care was banifhed from his heart. 
Thus he went on, till the fun approached his 
meridian, and the increafing heat preyed upon 
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14 OBIDAH, OR THE 
his ftrength. He then looked round about him 
for fome more commodious path. . He faw, op 
his right hand, a grove that feemed to wave its 
fhades as a fign of invitation : He entered it, and 
found the coolnefs and verdure irrefiftibly plea- 
fant. He did not, however, forget whither he 
was travelling ; but found a narrow way, bor 
derec with flowers, which appeared to have the 
fame direction with the main road; and was 
pleafed that, by this happy experiment, he 
had found means to unite pleafure with buli- 
nefs, and to gain the rewards of diligence with- 
out fuffering its fatigues. He therefore ftill 
continued to walk for a time, without the leat 
remiflion of his ardour, except that he was fume- 
times tempted to ftop by the mufic of the birds, 
whom the heat had affembled in the fhade ; and 
fometimes amufed himfelf with plucking the 
flowers that covered the banks on either fide, of 
» the fruits that hung upon the branches. At] 

the green path began tw decline from its firk: 
tendency, and to wind among hills and thick-] 
ets, cooled with fountains, and marmuring 
with waterfalls. Here Osipan paufed for a) 
time, and began to confider waether it were, 
longer fafe to forfake the known and commes, 
track: but remembring that the heat was now ia, 
its greateft violence, and that the plain was —- 
and uneven, he refolved to purfuc the new path, 
which he fuppofed only to make a few meanders, 
in compliance with the varicties of the ground, 
and to end at laft ip the common road. 

Having thus calmed his folicitude, he renews, 
ed his pace, though he fufpetted that he was. 
not gaining ground. Thisuncafinefsof his mind 
inclined him to Jay hold on every new objet, 
and give way to every fenfation that might 
foothe and divert him, He liftencd to every echo; 
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he mounted every hill fur a freth profpect; he 
tured afide to every cafcade ; and pleafed him- 
felf with tracing the courfe of a gentle river that 
rolied among the trees, and watered a large re— 
gion with innumerable circumvolutions. In 
thefe amufements the hours paffed away un- 
counted : his deviations had perplexed his me- 
mory, and he knew not to what point tu travel. 
He ftood penfive and confufed: afraid to go 
forward icft he fhould go wrong, yet confcious 
that the time of loitering was now pat. 

While he was thus tortured with uncertainty, 
the ky was overfpread with clouds, the day va— 
nithed fom before him, anda fudden tempeft ga- 
thered round his head. He was now rouzed by 
his danger to a quick and painful remembrance 
of his folly : he now faw how happinefs is loft 
when cafe is confulted ; he lamented the un- 
manly impatience that prompted him to feek 
@ fhelter in the grove, and defpifed the petty cu- 
fiofity that led him on from trifle to trifle. 

While he was thus reflecting, the air grew 
blacker, and a clap of thander broke his medita- 
tit, He now refolved to do what remained yet 
in Wis power: to tread back the ground which he 
had paffed, and try to find fome iffue where the 
wood might open into the plain. He prottrated 
himfelf on the ground, and commended his life 
tothe Lory ov Nature. He rofe with confi- 
dencé and tranquility, and preffed on with his 
OB febre in his hand ; for the beafts of the defart 
were in motion, and on every hand were heard 
the mingled howls of rage and fear, and ravage 
aod expiration : all the horrors of darknefs and 
olitade furrounded him; the winds roared in 
Aa and the torrents tumbled from the 
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W ork’d into fadden rage by wintry fhowers, 
Down the fteep hill the roaring torrent pours; 
dhe mountain-fhepherds hear the diftant noife, 










Thus forlorn and diftrefled, he wandered 
through the wild without knowing whither he 
Was going, or whether he was every moment 
crawing nearer to fafety or to deftru@ion. At 
length, not fear, but labour, began to overcome 
him : his breath grew fhort, his knees trembled, 
and he was on the point of lying down in refign 
ation to his fate, when he beheld through the 
brambles the glimmer ofataper. He advanced 
foward the light; and, finding that it proceeded 
from the cottage ofa hermit, he called humbdy 
at the door, and obtained admiffion. 

The old man fet before him fuch provifionss 
he had co!lected for bimfelf, on which Osipas 
fed with eagernefs and gratitude. When te 
repat was over, “* Tell me,”’ faid the hermit, 
** by what chance thou hafi been brought hither 
** | have been now twenty years an inhabitad 
* of the wildernefs, in which I never faw ama 
** before.” Ostpas then related the octur 
rences of his journey, without any concealmed 
er palliation. 

“ Son,’ faid the hermit, ‘let the errors as 
* follies, the dangers aud efcape of this day, fis 
* deep into thy heart. Remember, my fon, te 
* Suman life is the Journey of a Day. Wet 
‘ in the morning of youth, full of vigour, # 

* full of expectation. We fet forward we 
* {pirit and hope, with gaiety and with diliges 
© and travel on awhile in the ftraight road of pH 
© ty towards the manfions of reft. In af 
‘ time we remit our fervour, and endeavour 
‘ find fome mitigation of our duty, aad &@ 
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more ¢afy means of obtaining thé fame end. 
We then relax our vigour, and refolve no 
longer to be terrified with crimes at a diftance ; 
‘put rely upon 9ur own conftancy, and venfbre 
to approach what we refolve never to touch. 
We thus enter the bowers of eafe, and repofe 
in the fhades of fecurity. Here the heart fofi- 
cas, and vigilance fubfides. We are then 
wiling to enquire whether another advance 
cannot be made, and whether we may not ai 
leaft turn our cyes upon the gardens of plea- 
fure. We approach them with feruple sn a 
fiation. We enter them, but enter timo- 
rons and trembling, and always hope to pafs 
through them without lofing the road of virtue, 
which we for awhile keep in our fight, and to 
which we propofe to return. But temptation 
fuccecds temptation, and one compliance pre- 
pares us for another. We in time lofe the 
happiacfs of innocence, and folace our difquiet 
with fenfual gratifications. By degrees we 
let fa}! the remembrance of our original inten- 
tion, and quit the only adequate vbject of ra- 
tional defire. We entangle ourfelves in buli- 
aefs, immesge ourfelves in luxury, end rove 
through the labyrinths of inconftancy, till the 
darknefs of uld age begins to invade us, and 
difeafe and anxiety obftruct our way. We 
thea look back upon our lives with horrer,, 
With forrow, with repentance ; and wilh, but 
tov often vainly wiih, that we had hot for- 
faken the way of virtue. Happy are they, my 
fou, who fhall learn, from thy exampie, not 
to defpair ; but fhall remember, that though 
fhe day is psf, and their frengrh is wafted, 
there yet reinains one effort to be mide s that 
scformation is he! wr pt nor fincere en- 
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deavours ever unaflifted ; that the wanderer 

€ gay at length return after all his errors; and 
at he who implores ftrength and courage 
rém above, fhall find danger and difficulty 
give way before him. Go now, my fon, to 
thy repofe. Commit thyfelf to thy care of 
Omuipotence ; and, when the merning calls 

¢ again to toil, begin anew thy jourrey and thy 
life. 


} a fohnjor, 














WILLIAM axon MARGARET, 


+4 


W AS at the filent folemn hour, 
When night and morning meet, 
In glided MARGARET'S gi imly ghott, 
A nd ftood at WiLtiam’s feet. 


Her face was like an®April morn, 
Clad ina wintr loud : 

And clay-cold wis the lily hand 
That held her fable fhroud. 


So fhall the faireft face appear, 
When youth and years are flown; 
Such is the robe that kings mu wear 
When Death has ’reft their crown. 


Her bloom was like the fpringing flow’r 
That fips the filver dew ; 
he rofe was budded in her cheek, 
Jait op’ning tg the view : 


But Love! ike the a 
Aonfun' early prime fy 
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The rofe grew pa'e, and left her cheek 


She dy’d before her time. 


© Awake!” fhe cried 5°“ thy true love calls, 
* Come from her midnight grave: 

« Now let thy pity hear the maid 
** Thy love refus’d to fave. 


€ 


no 


This is the dumb and dreary hour 

*¢ When iajur’d ghofts complain; 

When yawning graves give up their dead, 
“ To haunt the faithlefs fwaia. 


c 


- 


Bethink thee, Wituram, of thy fault, 
‘© Thy pledge and broken oath 3 

Ani give me back my maiden-vow, 

** And give me back my troth. 


«6 Why did you promife love to me, 
*s And not that promife keep? 

« Why did you fay my eyes were bright, 
‘© Yet leave thofe eyes to weep? 


w~ 
. 


How could you fay my face. was fair, 
& And yet that face forfake ? 

How cuu!d you win my irgin heart, 
« Yet leave that | eart @i break ? 


nw 


& Why did you fay my lip was fweet, 
‘© And made the fcarlet pale ? 

« And why did Il, young witlefs maid! 
“¢ Believe the Hattering tale? 


“¢ That face, alas! no more is fair, 
“* Thofe lips ne longer red: 

“ Dark are my eyes, now clos*d in death, 
“ And ev'ry charm is fied. 
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“ The hungry worm my fifter is; 
“ The winding fheet I wear ; 

And cold and weary lafs our night, 
“© Till the lat morn appear. 


‘ But, hark! the cock has warn'd me hence: 
‘“* A long and late adieu! 

“ Come fee, falfe man ! how low fhe lies 
‘© Who dy’d for love of you.”’ 


The lark fung loud, the morning finil’d 
In beams of rofy red: 

Pale Witttam quak’d in every limb, 
And raving left his bed. 





He hied him to the fatal place 
Where Marcargr’s body lay, 

And ftretch’d him on the green-gra » turf 
That wrapt her breathlefs clay. 


And thrice he call’d on Marcanar’s name, 
And thrice he wept full fore ; 

Then laid his cheek on her cold grave, 
Aad word fpake never more. 


Mallet. 
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THE 
COMPLAINT er ADAM, 


[ Om being expelled Paradifes | 


+ 


Ax» muft I go ?—and muft I be no more 
tenant of thishappy ground? 
Can no referves of pity me reftore ? 

Can no atonement for my ftay. compound ? 
All the rich odours that here grow I'd give 
Toti®av’n in incenfe, might I here but live ; 
Or, if it be a grace too hizh 
To dive in Eden, let me here but die. 


Fair place! thy fweets I juft began to know, 
And muft I leave thee now again ? 
Ah! why does heav'n fuch fhort-liv’d b ifs be- 
ftow ? 
A tafte of pleafure, but full draughts of pain. 
I afk not to be chief in this bleft ftate 5 
Let heav’n fome other for that place create ¢ 
So ’tis in EJen, let me here but have 
An under-gardener’s place—'tis all I crave. 
























THE COMPLAINT OF ADAMe 


But ‘twill not do, I fee— I muft away : 
My feet prophane the facred ground. 
Stay. shen, bright -minifter, one minute ftay ; 
Let me in Eden take one farewell! round ; 
Let me go gather but one fra,rant bough, 
Which as a relic I may keep, and fhew. 
Fear not the tree of life—it were 
Acurfe to be immortal, and not here. 


’Tisdone. Now farewell, thou moft happy place: 
Farewell, ye ftreams that foftly creep ; 

J ne’er again in you Shall view my face. 
Farewell, ye bowers; in you I ne’er fhail 

fleep. 

Farewell, ye trees; ye flowery beds, farewell; 

You ne’er will blefs my taite, nor you my fmell. 

Farewell, thou Guardian divine ; 


' To thee my happy rival I refign. 


O whither now, whither fhall I repair, 
Exil’d from this angelic coaft ? 

There’s nothing left that’s pleafant, good or fairs 
The world can’t recompence for Eden loft. 


“Tis true, I’ve here an univerfal fway ; 


The creatures me as their chief lord obey : 
But yet the world, though all my feat, 
Gan’t make me happy, tho’ it make me gréat, 


Had I loft lefler, and but feeming blifs, 

Reafon my forrows might relieve ; 

But when the lofs great and fubftantial is, 

To think is but to fee good canfe to grieve, 
Tis well I’m mortal—well | fhortly muft 
Loofe all the thoughts of Eden in the daft. 
Senfelefs and thoughtlefs now I'd be: 

I'd lofe evea myfelf, fince I’ve loft thee. 


Sf. Norris. 
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THE 


WOUNDED FAWN; 


I HE wanton troopers, riding by, 
ave fhoi my fawn, and it willdie. 
Ungentle men! they cannot thrive 
W ho kill’d thee; thou ne’er dir ft, alive, 
Them any harm ; alas! nor could 
Thy death yet do them any good. 
I'm fure I never wifh'd them ill; 
Nor do I for a‘! this—nor will :— 
But if my fimple prayers may yet 
Prevail with Heaven to forget 
Thy murder, I will join my tears 
Rather than fail. But, O my fears! 
It canrot die fo: Heaven's King 
Keeps regifer of every thing ; 
And nothing we may ufe in vain, 
Ev’n beafis with juftice muft be flain, 
E fe men are made their deodands, 


Though they fhould wath their euilty hards 




















THE WOUNDED FAWM. 


In this warm hfe- blood, which doth part 
From thine, and wound me to the heart ! 
Yet could they not be clean: their ftain 
Is dy’d in fuch a purp'e grain. 

There is not fuch another in 

The world, to offer for their fin. 


Inconftant Sytvi0o, when yet 
Ihad not found him counterfeit, 
One morning (I remember well); 
Ty’d in this filver chain and bel), 
Gave it to me ; nay, and I know 
What he then faid, I’m fure I do. 
Said he, “© Look how your huntfman here 
“ Hath taught a fawn ta hunt his dear.” 
But Sytvio foon had me beguil’d : 
This waxed tame, while he grew wild; 
And, quite regardlefs of my fmart, 
Left me his fawn, but took his heart. 


ThenceforthI fet myfelfto play ~ 
My folitary time away 
With this ; and, very wéll content, 
Could fo mine idle life have {pent : 
For it wasfull ef fport, and light 
Of foot and heart, and did invite 
Me to its game: it feem'd to blef¢ 
Itfelfin me : how could [ lefs 
Than love it? OI cannot be 
Unkind t’ a beaft that loveth me! 
Had it liv’d long, Ido not know 
Whether it too might haye done fo 
As Sytvio did: his gifts might be, 
Perhaps, as falfe, or more than he. 
But lam fure, for aught that f 
Could in fo fhort a time efpy, 


No. V. 6 














45 Ink WOUNDED FAWN 


Thy love was far more conftant than 
_ The love of falfe and crucl man. 


With fweeteft milk and fagar firt 
1 it with my own fingers nur 


And as it grew, fo ev’ry day : 


It wax'd more white aud fweet than they. 


It had fo fweet a breath! and oft’ 

It blufh’d to fee its foot more foft 
And white than—fhall I fay my hand ? 
Way, any lady’s of the land. 

It is a wondrous thing, how ficet 
’Twas on thofe little filver feet! 

W ith what a pretty tkipping grace 

It oft would challenge me the race! 
And when “t had Icft me far away, 
*Twould flay, and runagain, and ftay: 
For it was nimbler much than hinds, 
And trod as if on the four winds, 


Ihave a garden of my own, 
But fo with rofes overgrown, 
And lilies, that you would it guefs 
To be a little wildernefs ; 
And all the fpring-time of the year 
It only loved to be there. 
Among the bed of lilies, I 


Have fought it oft, where it fhould lie; 


Yet could nor, till itfelf fhould rife, 
Find it, although before my eyes: 
For, in the flexen lillies’ fhade, 

It like a band of lilies laid. 

Upon the rofes it would feed 

Until its lips c’en feem’d to bieed . 
And then to me would boldly trip, 
And print thofe rofes on my lip. 

But all its chief delight was fill 

On rofes thus itfelf to Gil), 
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THE WOUNDED Faw, 
And its pure virgin limbs to fold 
In white fheets of lilies cold. 
Had it liv’d long; it would have been 
Lilies without, Rofes within. 


O help! O help! I fee it faint! 
And die—as calmly a3 a faint. 
Sec how it weeps! the tears do come 
Sad flowly dropping, like a gum. 
So weeps the wounded baliam ; fo 
The holy frankincenfe doth flow ; 
The brotherlefs Heliades 
Melt in fuch amber tears as thefe, 
1, in a golden phial, will 
Keep thefe two eryftals tears, and fil) 
It till it overflow with mine; 
Then place it in Diana’s fhrine. 


Now my {weet Fawn is vanifh'd to 


Whither the fwans and turtles go; 

In fair Elyfium, to endure 

With milk-white lambs, and ermines pure, 
0 do not run too fait! for I: 

Will but befpeak thy grave, and die. 


Firft, my unhappy ftatue fhall 
Be cut in marble; and, withal, 
Let it be weeping too——but there 
Th’ engraver fure his art my fpare! 
For I fo truly thee bemoan, 
That I thall weep though I be ftone; 
Until my tears, ftill dropping, wear 
My breait, themfelves engraving there, 
There at my feet fhalt thou be laid, 
Of pureft alabafter made : 
For | would have thine image be 
White as | cam—though not as thee. : 
Anhrew Marvel, 





